REFLECTION

SUN, and not a breeze at all
On the willow-lined canal
Where the nodding horses tow
An old boat with painted prow
Dark and heavy, gliding on,
While its new paint in the sun
Circles out an eye to watch
Every little roof of thatch;
Trees and bridges; grassy border;
Plumey trains; and, set in order,
Posts to bring the telephone
To each little country town.
Where the gombeen man rings up
His stock-broker's bucket shop;
But the wire holds the birds
Quite unconscious of his words;
As each tiny singing throat
Twitters welcome to the boat:
And the steersman knows how far
It is still to Mullingar.

Would there be so much to lose
If I changed into his shoes,
With my buttocks on the rudder,
Cleared from Ringsend on the Dodder,
With no care except to wipe
On my sleeve my old clay pipe?